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The Pan-Sclavonic Pantomime; or, Harle- 
quin, Old Nick, Young Nick, and the Good 
Fairy “Fun.” 


A PEACE IN TWO CONFERENCES. 


CONFERENCE I.—-Scene: A Bear Garden. 


(Curtain rises and discovers Young Nick sleeping. Enter Old 
Nick stealthily, waving a magic wand.) 


Old Nick.—“‘Ha! ha! He 
dream 

Of things that are not quite the things they seem. 
He shall have visions of the perfect Peace, 
And dream of that far time when war shall cease. 
War waged by the living, on the great: World's stage, 
That is my guerdon—that my ‘living wage’! 
Nor shall it fail me while my power increases, 
The world must fall in wars or fall in Peaces. 


(Exit Old Nick.) 


(Young Nick wakes and looks wildly round him, then starts to his 
feet calling loudly ‘‘ Friends! Friends !’’) 


sleeps! Now I can make him 


(Enter the Great Powers.) 


Young Nick.—‘‘ Eureka—I have found it! I alone! 
Peace Universal! Good idea! My own! 
Down with your arms, your army and your fleet, 
Stand not on arms—but stand upon your feet. 
Govern the peasant while you rate and tax him 
More with the moral than the Hiram Maxim. 
War's might’s not right, and I would right the 
wrong ! 

I’ll tell you how, Sirs!” 

The Powers.—‘*‘ How?”’ 

Young Nick.—‘* Why in a song!” 


Sona: Younac NIcK :— 


I dreamt of Peace, pure perfect peace 
A little while ago ; 

The Bear was clad in softest fleece, 
A fleece as white as snow! 

The Eagle shed his sharpened beak, 
The Lion shed his claws, 

And all grew humble, aye, and meek, 
3eneath fair Peace’s laws. 





Norice.—The Editor will not b 
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THE Powers (to each other) : 


No doubt that would be good to see, 
As good perhaps as good can be — 
But should you care 
No arms to wear 
In such a weird menagarie? 
Youna NIcK: 
Those animals no longer fought, 
And struggled for their prey, 
For all of them were daily taught 
The Art of giving-way 
And they were really most polite, 
No quarrels were allowed, 
For right was just as good as might 
To that most peaceful crowd! 


THE Powers (to each other) :— 


Now that was doubtless good to see, 
And Peace a blessing well may be, 
But pow’r to strike 
Is what I like, 
When joining a menagerie! 


Young Nick (indignantly).—‘‘ Oh, my idea you mean to flout?" 
The Powers (decisively).—‘* Oh no, we mean to think it out!” 
Young Nick (eagerly).—‘‘ My peaceful plan, then, you'll admit ?” 
The Powers (evasively).—‘ Oh, no, we'll go and sleep on it ! 
In fact, we think it quite immense.”’ 
Young Nick.—‘' Then I propose a conference! ”’ 
The Powers. ‘A conference ! 
Well, that is sense! 
So let us have a conference !' 


’ 


(Exit omnes with their arms round each others necks.) 
(Enter Fun.) 


Fun.—* Ah, this means mischief! I distrust that Peace! 
While there's a Concert—war will never cease. 
Old Nick's bewitched them! Peace, oh that is rich ! 
A war song's always up to Concert pitch. 
I’ll follow—or they'll fight—that much is plain.” 
(Exit Fun.) 
Enter Old Nick :— 
Old Nick.—“ Who’s that? What Fairy Fun! Ha! Foiled 
again.” 
(Curtain.) 





2 answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Vide his speech of December 12th. 


raucous notes and cries of rage were fast emitted.” 
spondent of the ‘* Daily Mail.’’) 


Sin Epmunp—much esteemed in Gaul 
As England's shrewd ambassador, 
And whom his fellow Britons all 
For sentiments high-class adore— 
Sir Edmund gracefully declares 
That ne’er a British traveller 
Can at his treatment (while he fares 
In Paris) be a caviller. 
That Frog and Bull wild-yearn to pull 
Each other's ears and noses off, 
Is a ‘‘jingo”’ fiction which (in full) 
Sir E. J. M. disposes of ! 
Treating with well-earned ridicule 
The jingo-scribe's avidity, 





France is at Peace with Us. 
THE FOOTBALL-CRAZE ERADICATES THE WAR-CRAZE. 


[Sir Edmund Monson, complimenting the French on their 
kindness to English visitors, expressed a hope that Christmas 
would see an end to all rumours of war between the two nations.— 


The stormy scene in the French Chamber on December 12th 
developed into a sort of “little football scrimmage, from which 
—Paris Corre- 


THE UBIQUITOUS KODAK, 
Short-sighted Old Gentleman.— Just a little snapshot, my dear—don’t be nervous!” (N.B.—She wasn’t !) 
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He holds that, in the senate ‘ides 
A much-desired placidity 

Will ’twixt the nations twain obtain: 
And that as clumsy blunderers 

We'll then arraign—and quite disdain— 
The present war-scare thunderers ! 


Sir Edmund’s words well marked should be ; 
For no one’s more acquainted with 
The beat of Gallia’s pulse than he! 
Yet Fun—whose mind is tainted with 
The jester’s knack of making light 
Of noblest themes unblushingly— 
Has won to Monson’s creed by quite 
A different route! When crushingly 
And pushingly the Chamber-men 
Of France a football scrimmage made, 
In Fun’s eccentric eye-depths, then 
Fair Peace her fairest image made. 
“ Fine signs,’’ said Fun, ‘‘ I here survey 
Of calmness international ! 
If Gaul’s grave deputies, grown gay, 
Can bend (upon the rational, 
Robust, hilarious, healthful game 
Of football) their proclivities— 
They'll with no Bull’s-blood-spilling aim 


Upset our Yule festivities !!"’ 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WasHERWOMAN. 


By the time you read these lines the 
turkey will look very much like “the 
skeleton at the feast,” an’ the plum- 
pudden will ’ave been considerably 
nocked about, an’ many of us will be of 
the opinun that ‘‘ fools make feasts,’’ an’ 
eat ’em, too, to their sorrer. Well, we 
can’t ’ave our “cake” without ’aving a 
ake or two; ‘‘ we know wot we're in for,”’ 
as the conwicts remarked. But I think 
I’ll leave Christmas alone now; I alius 
was of a mercifull nachur, an’ pore old 
Christmas do ‘get socks” (and stockings) 
from one quarter an’ anuther. 

The Radical party—shall I say Christ- 
mas party ?—don’ seem very ’appy, 
somethink don’t seem to agree with ’em, 
an’ they’re sort of ‘peculiar people,” 
who don’t beleave in Doctor Common 
Sense’s treatment. 

I ’ear that the crop of hops is short, 
which I dessay teatotallers will think is 
a step in the right direction. That’s the 
wurst of teatotallers, they’re gin'rally 
such spigots. [? ‘* Bigots.”—Ed., Fun.) 

I am glad to read that Lord Salisbury 
looks stronger than ’e used to was ; ’e’3 
Old England’s “strong man”—’er 
Sandow, so to speak. 

If yer wants to feel ’appy an’ gay, it’s 
best not to read the noospapers just now, 
for, wot with black mailin’ an’ murders, 
an’ all sorts of ’orrid Chrimes, it’s enuf 
to raise one up by the ’air of the ’ead, an’ 
keep one there. 


“ The Mixture as Before!’ 
THE pudding holly-decked, alight, 
Oa which you set such store, 


With relish keen you bite and bite, 
‘¢The mixture as before! ”’ 


The punch, brewed so much to your 
taste, 
You long for more and more, 
And think it sin a drop to waste— 
‘‘The mixture as before! ”’ 


Then when you’ve eaten, drunk, and 
laughed 
Until your sides are sore, 
Next morn the blue pill and black 
draught— 
‘‘The mixture as before! ”’ 








“Sold.” 


‘‘T’m ‘soled,’”’ groaned the wait, when 
the heavy boot knocked the skin off his 
nose; ‘‘and I shall be ,..d when I’m 
healed.” 


mas, like you, mister.” 


Old Gentleman (savagely).—‘‘ You had better be—well, off !”’ 








A “Sad Dog.” 


THIS morning a “ new leaf” I was determined to turn o’er, 

So got my Book of Life, then threw it smack upon the floor. 

A “sad dog” I have ever been from quite a little pup, 

And it appeared as if I had used all the “ new leaves”’ up! 

They say ‘it’s ne’er too late to mend ”—again I'll get my Book, 
And when my eyesight’s extra keen have one more careful look, 
In hopes that after all a nice, new clean page I shall find, 

























































































Old Lady.—‘“I hope my next joint will be better cut out than what you have 
brought lately.”’ 
Butcher Boy.—‘ Oh, yes, mum; joints will be prime, ’cos master says he’s going 


to kill hisself next week.” 
Old Lady.—“ La! sakes alive, boy!!”’ 


Not Seasonable. Master “Fun’s” Ideas. 
Beggar (to Old Gentleman).—‘“ I wish I was well-off this Christ- 


A trunk-ful of toys, it seems to me, 

Is the proper thing for a Christmas (ree. 
The course of true love, I’d have you know, 
Is to meet your girl 'neath the mistletoe | 





Seasonable Sniggers. 


Cheering Intelligence—The Christmas Cheer’s ready. 

Press News—Kissing under the mistletoe. 

The most appropriate day for punch— Boxing Day. 

Waiting ray the verdict—The wait waiting to know whether 
you will give him a Christmas box or not, 

A “ fiery ordeal ’—Snap-dragon. 

Christmas crackers—Sinews in a turkey’s legs. 
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‘or just: Se 'm in a *reforming state of mind! 
oe ee ee ee oe . tatiana The man who “ feathers his nest’ at this season of the year— 





*Ahem! For how long ?—Ed., Fun. 
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The poulterer. 



























































She.—' They say that the Spirit of Sir George’s ancestor walks to-night, Mr. Bibble.”’ 
Mr. Bibble.—‘‘My dear Miss Beatrice, I cannot imagine any connection between 


Spirits and walking. 


The ‘“ Piece” Conference. 


FATHER CHRISTMAS (grimly) : 


You'.y take your pieces as they come, 

The bitter, sweet, the plain, the plum, 
Till all have been supplied : 

I'm Fate, as Father Christmas masked: 

And each will get what each has asked, 
Till all are satisfied. 


MAsTER JOHNNY BuLu (elated) :— 


I'm really glad to get this piece, 

Now, for a while, my wants will cease, 
I shall not ask for more— 

This piece securely in my hand 

I know at least that I can stand 
Within one open door ! 


Miss FRANCE (disgusted) :— 


For once I’m troubled and subdued, 

This piece of base ingratitude 
Seems all that I shall get : 

However, spite of this, sirs, I’m 

Prepared once more to bide my tim: 
l am not beaten vet 





I generally take a cab.”’ 





Master WILLIAM KalrsEr (stolid) :— 


The piece on which I still insist 
Is my surperb and mailéd fist 
With that I'm satisfied, 
Although to want I have not ceased 
This is enough (enough’s a feast) 
To satisfy my pride. 


MASTER YANKEE (pleased) : 


This piece I fairly won, I guess, 
And I shall eat it all! H’'m, yes! 
Although it’s pretty tough ~ 
When once this pudding you have tried, 
You're hardly ever satisfied— 
And seldom cry “ Enough!” 


MAsTER Czar (contented) :— 
My navy swiftly to increase 
Will doubtless prove the choicest piece 
That I could ever gain— 
In fact, though leagued with Mistress 
France 
I clearly see our present 
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Miss AvusTRIA (annoyed) :— 
Now here’s a piece of horrid luck 
We have the wit, we have the pluck, 
That cannot be denied ; 
But how can we a power be 
While one is always Hungary, 
And one dissatisfied ! 


Miss CHINA (rapacious) :— 
I really think I’ve made a hit, 
This piece is just the choicest bit 
I’ve chanced upon so far— 
This usurpation, I’m advised, 
My many foes has paralysed, 
They ‘‘ dunno where they are! ”’ 


MasTER SaLisBury (delighted) :— 


Well, this should really do me good, 
Although we're not yet through the wood 
I feel inclined to shout, 
That all is well! For we are in, 
And our opponents, for their sin, 
Are ruled (that’s Home Ruled) out! 


MastTER Harcourt (sick) :— 


Although I cannot say I’ve dined, 
I’m feeling very much “ resigned” 
To my unpleasant lot; 
For temperance I’ve made a stand, 
My party, on the otherjhand, 
Prefers to go to pot. 
FaTHER CHRISTMAS (gatly) :— 
Eat, eat, my dearies, while you may, 
Take your deserts and eat away. 
Discard all pride and pique: - 
His full desert let each one take, 
The good boy eats, and takes the cake, 
The bad must eat the leek. 





Waftings from the Wings. 


The Three Musketeers, which has been 
so phenomenally successful at the Globe 
Theatre, was transferred in its entirety 
to the Garrick Theatre last Thursday 
evening, Brother Officers being with- 
drawn. 

The Princess’s Theatre re-opened on 
Christmas Eve with a new drama in five 
acts, entitled The Crystal Globe, adapted 
from La Joueuse D'Orgue, by Sutton 
Vane. The many stirring incidents in 
the play will assuredly attract popular 
favour. 

Madame Tussaud has a portrait model 
of the individual who has attracted 
recent notice anent l’affaire Fashoda, 
viz., Captain Marchand. 

The new-bonded warehouses of Messrs. 
Dunville and Company are an architec- 
tural embellishment to the City of 
Dublin. These new buildings have been 
designed by Mr. Vincent Craig, and from 
the vastness of their proportions should 
fulfil all requirements of the firm’s exten- 
sive business. 

Mr. J. Bailey Walker, secretary of the 
Royal Aged Merchant Seamen’s Institu- 
tion, 58, Fenchurch Street, E.C., asks us to 
put in a kind word for our aged and desti- 
tute seamen. There are thousands who 
would help if they were aware of this 
“Poor Jacks last port.” Don't delay 
sending in your Christmas dole to this 
most excellent institution, which is in 
great need of contributions. 








Struck Home. ' 


‘‘ THgy say that a man is as old as he 
feels,” soliloquised Baldun. Then he 
felt the smooth, shiny top of his cranium, 


and looked sad 









































































DECEMBER 27, 1898. 





a3 Y 

ay 
DRALES 
‘ ie “fe. 


/ ; 
VU “Yt 1 Line 
/ 4 














FATHER CHRISTMAS (LOQ.) 
























THE “PIECE” CONFERENCE. 


“EAT AWAY, DEARIES, AS MUCH 


AS YOU CAN.” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 204.) 
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The Spectre of Castle Blobbs. 


Cuaprer II. 


“ Ar last,” said Kizzie the next morning, as she stood in the 
middle of the picture gallery, after having watched her mistress 
slowly proceed to her room, ‘ At last I am alone with my fore- 
fathers. I beg your pardon, ladies and gentlemen,” she added with 

















— 





PRESSING THE KNOBS, 


@ mock courtesy. “It is more fashionable now-a-days to say 
‘handchesters.’ Why on earth does this wretched family insist on 
living in the coldest and most draughty place in the castle? In 
Uncle Kennelam’s time we only made an excursion here once a 
year, in order to revive old memories; not that J knew any of the 
old-frumps, but Uncle Kennelam always insisted on it. Let me see, 
what he says,” and Kizzie drew from her bosom her uncle’s legacy. 

“‘ Mid lovely dame and courtly knight,” she murmured. “ Oh, 
Uncle! Unele! If you did but know what a task you have set 
your poor little niece you would have made it either masculine or 
feminine. But I must not waste time. Ladies first, if you please, 
and I'll commence with old Aunt Deborah. She looks Sphinx-like 
enough to hold any treasure." 

Kizzie, with firm determination written on her face, commenced 
to make a minute examination of the picture in question, pressing 
the knobs and corners in search of a secret spring. 

She was busy at her task and mounted on a chair when she heard 
a soft footfall behind her, and turning round beheld Mr. Blobbs, 
senior, regarding her and her ankles with evident admiration. 

‘*Mr. Blobbs! "’ she screamed. 

‘Don’t mind me, my dear. If I could have the likes of you on 
chairs ’anging up all round the room, I’d do away with all the 
musty old pictures.”’ 

‘“‘T beg your pardon, sir,”’ said Kizzie, haughtily. 

‘* Hoighty, toighty!’’ exclaimed Mr. Blobbs; “I don’t know 
what servant gals are coming to. One can’t say a word to ’em 
now-a-days, or the flunkeys either.”’ 

“I’m very sorry, sir,’’ said ‘ Kizzie,’ “I thought perhaps you 
would be angry with me for touching your ancestors.” 

“Lor bless your little heart, my dear. They ain’t no—er—er— 
concern of mine,”’ said Mr. Blobbs, coughing, “but I'll tell you 
what. There's a panel left over there if ,o0u like to figure in it as 
Mrs. B, My sign painter would do the trick well for a few pounds, 
and get me something better than these old tabbies, as gives one the 
fair ‘orrors.”’ 

‘“‘ Mrs,——who?”’ said Kizzie, oe off the chair. 

‘““‘Who ? Why Mrs. Benjamin Blobbs, my No. 2, of course. It 
‘ud be a good thing for you, my dear. Make you a downright lady, 
diamonds, and all, youknow. And all you ‘ave to do is to signify 
the same in the usual way.” 

“Mr. Blobbs,” stammered Kizzie, rather alarmed, “ believe 
me, l am deeply grateful for this honour, but me 
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‘‘ There ‘aint no buts,’”’ said Mr. Blobbs, “ or butter either, now. 
It’s all right I tell you. You've only got to say——” 

“Pal” interruped a voice behind him as young Mr. Blobbs 
lounged into the room. ‘Anne Maria wants to know about the 
hor derves. Shall it be pork and cabbage, or tripe and onions? ”’ 

“Confound you, and your tripe and onions!” roared Mr, 
Blobbs. ‘“ Can’t you see I’m engaged ?” 

“‘ Not yet, Mr. Blobbs,’’ murmured Kizzie, laughing. 

‘“‘ Hush!” said Mr. Blobbs, softly.. ‘‘ Not a word, Nota word 
before the boy. Henniker,” he said aloud, ‘it’s most annoying to 
be troubled with things like this. Ishall have to get someone (with 
a side glance at Kizzie) to settle these little matters for me,’’ and 
he hurried out, afterfurtively kissing his hand tothe lady’s maid. 

‘‘ What’s up with pa? ’’said Mr. Henniker Blobbs, as he watched 
his parent’s retreating figure in amazement. ‘‘ But I’m glad he’s 
gone. I want to talk to you, Kizzie.” 

‘“ With me, sir?” 

“Yes,” giggled Mr. Henniker. “ It’s going to be an awfully jolly 
thing for you, you know, if you’ll only cotton to it. Fact is, Kizzie, 
I’m thinking of—er—er—getting married, and I—er—er—want you 
to—to——.” 

‘Be lady’s maid to your wife, sir?’’ said Kizzie,demurely. ‘I 
don’t think Miss Blobbs would like that, and I couldn’t manage both.” 

“ But I—er—don’t mean that,’’ stammered Mr. Henniker, ‘I 
want you to be my lady’s maid—I mean, I want you to marry me.” 

‘‘T couldn’t manage both, sir,” said Kizzie again. 

‘‘Both? What do you mean?” 

‘‘Mr. Henniker,” said Kizzie, solemnly. ‘* How would you like a 
new mamma? ”’ 

“Oh, I say. Dash it all, you know. You don’t mean to say the 
guv. has——”’ said Mr. Henniker. 

‘‘ He has,” responded Kizzie, pursing up her lips. 

‘‘ But you ain’t going to have him?”’ pleaded Mr. Henniker, 

‘‘ Not if you will help me, Mr. Henniker,” said Kizzie. 

“T’d do anything for you, Kizzie.”’ 

‘¢‘Then, Mr. Henniker,” said Kizzie, in a stage whisper, ‘ never 
leave us alone together. Follow him about like grim death, For 
if he should ask me again, I may not be able to refuse his diamonds. 
Go! Seek him, and never leave him.” 

‘‘T won’t,” shouted Mr. Henniker hysterically, as he hurried out. 
‘T’ll stick to him like the mud on his boots.” 3 

‘Tf he only does that,’’ said Kizzie, ‘‘ I shall not be troubled any 
more with either father or son. They surely would never propose 
to me incompany. And now, now for my search.” 

‘‘Am I never to be left alone?’’ she exclaimed a moment later, 
as she again heard the sound of footsteps. ‘Is it Mr. Blobbs back 
again so soon? No! it’s James this time. Shall I get a proposal 
from him as well? It’s a startling experience to get three in ten 
minutes, but it takes time. I'll hide and then perhaps he will go 
away.” 








WHat'’s uP witH Pa?” 


James did not look like an ardent lover. His brow was thought- 
fulas he paced up and down the gallery clutching in his hand a 
Silt f paper 
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“« Mid lovely dame and courtly knight,” he muttered. « Why the 
deuce couldn’t Uncle Kennelam be more explicit. It means 
behind one of the picturesI suppose. Now shall I disturb the 
internals of Aunt Deborah or Uncle Roland first? Roland for 
choice, he was always the family’s favourite.” 

“‘James,”’ said a sepulchral voice; “are you learning a recitation, 
James? ”’ 

*‘Confound it!’ said the young man, startled. ‘‘ Who’s that ? 
By Jove!” he muttered, as he caught sight of Kizzie’s face as she 
leant over the back of an armchair; “is this the dragon who 


guards the treasure?’’ 
(To be continued.) 











“Keep it Up! Keep it Up!” 
MR, “ FUN’S” AFTER-CHRISTMAS CHRISTMAS TOAST. 


THERE’S many and many a different kind 
Of pastime on our earth; 

And it’s not an arduous task to find 

How the great collective human mind 

Is, in individual form, inclined 
To varying sorts of mirth. 

There are folks who all diversions spurn 
(As being of interest barren) 

Which have no concern with Hayward, Hearne, 
Grace, Ranji, or McLaren ! 

There are folks who think the wicket-game 
Dull, tedious, irksome, boring ; 

But long and strong is their wild acclaim 
When “ Rugs ”’ or “‘ Socs” are scoring ! 

To many, dear beyond all bounds 
The polo-splash through water is; 

While hare and hounds, and tennis grounds, 
And golf have countless votaries. 


Yet, whatsoe’er distinct good cheer 
May be each person’s forte 

At other times, we, once a year, 

Hold consanguineous pastimes dear : 

For we all adhere, with joy sincere, 
To good old Christmas sport ! 


Though shrewd and scheming brains aspire 
To find new recreations 

With which to set our hearts on fire, 

We, each December, still admire 

The way the grey and time-worn sire 
Trips blandly through the nations 

With his load of frolics, freaks, and pranks, 
Which are old as the mountains are— 

Yet he gets the thanks of all creeds and ranks 
For bestowing them wide and far ! 

Love ye what outdoor sports ye may, 
Ye are flatly agreed on this— 

That Old Yule for aye shall carry the sway 
As the monarch of indoor bliss! 

And Fun once more drops in, while o’er 
You hangs the Yule-tide glamour— 

So with a toast he takes the floor ! 
(Sir Chairman, drop yourhammer!). . .. . 


Though Christmas Day has come and passed, 
May all good folks agree 
That, till the Old Year breathes her last, 
They will not from their blossoms cast 
The warmth—but hold it hard and fast— 
Of rare old Christmas glee. 


—— ———- 











Your heart stood still, you could not speak, 
Nor ever disremember 

The form you saw, the Eldritch shriek 
You heard, each dark December ! 


But from your nineteenth-century din 
I have to keep my distance ; 

While sceptics even doubt my in- 
Corporeal existence ; ; 

They make my heart exceeding sore 
With observations taunting; 

Oh, would some kindly power restore 
The long-lost art of haunting |! 


Round castles where the night-bird flies, 
And in the church's steeple, 

I used to come in awful guise 
To fright the rustic people ; 

The felon rushed to instant doom, 
Scared by my features gory ;— 

But now, alas! I may not dame 
E’en in the Christmas story! 


I feel so weakly and decayed, 
I = for a protector ; 
I’m but the shadow of a shade, 
The phantom of a spectre ; 
Yet stay! when at the worst things mend, 
As proverbs old enlighten you, 
And still I trust the fates will lend 
The power next week to frighten you! 
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Bonnie Harcourt. 


To the Liberal party ’twas Harcourt who said 

‘You have treated me badly—you're very ill-bred, 
I shall write to John Morley, I know he’ll agree 
We shall see how you fare when you haven't got me. 


“Then fill up your speeches as quick as you can, 
And count all your votes to the very last man— 

To the deuce you will go, if you haven’t got me— 

And you may be conducted by Lord Roseberee."’ 


John Morley was sad and uncommonly kind, 

Though he still was in doubt if his friend had resigned: 
‘Little England's and Ireland's tempers are short, 

But that isn’t the fault of Sir Vernon Harcourt. 


‘Then fill up your speeches with all the old tricks 
And get your poor leader well out of his fix; 

You must make up your quarrels and quickly agree, 
Or you'll have to knock under to Lord beree,”’ 
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The Wail of the Christmas Ghost. 
I usED to make you quake and creep, 
And shudder, shake, and shiver ; 
And, pouncing on you in your sleep, 
Disorganised your liver ! 
When Christmas joy was at its height, 
I glided through the arras, 
For, oh! it was my sole delight 
The timid to embarrass ! 


When in the middle of the toasts, 
How great the consternation 

Which swiftly followed on the ghost’s 
Uncanny visitation ! 





The Raven (of Malwood). 
(With Apologies.) 
Once upon a Party dreary, great Sir William pondered weary, 
Cogitating coups of cunning, in the palmy days of yore, 
And he said the cause is going to the dogs, without their knowing, 
For the tide is surely flowing to the wicked Tory shore, 
“Shall I quit?” he slowly muttered (“ though it galls me to the 
core! ”’) 
‘‘ Shall I leave an open door?”’ 
How distinctly we remember it was in the bleak December, 
That the Party to dismember R. . . . the discontented swore, 
So Sir William wrote a letter, hinting they might find a better 
Man to take a Party header, and achieve a brilliant score— 
Wrote to Morley somewhat sorely, as he should have done before, 
Only “ if’’ and nothing more! 


So the B.P. started guessing, many theories expressing, 
While the secret of Sir William burnt into his bosom’s core, 

And the Press is now divining—will he take his ease reclining— 
Do you think it means resigning? Will he quit the famous 


floor ? 
Quoth Sir William ‘‘ Nevermore.” 





A Dead Loss. 
Blobson.—‘ Poor Mrs. Flirter is dead. She'll be a loss to society, 


won't she?”’ 


Kene.—“ Yes, society won't have so much scandal to talk about 
now.” 
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| Stratford’s Ancient Mop 
| Fair. 








Ar Avon’s Stratford, old, and famous 
town, : 

A mop-fair, still is held, of wide renown, 

Each year, upon October’s famous twelfth 
day 

Troop many lads, and lasses, blithe, and 

| gay, ; 

To stand, or lounge in groups, to ply for 
hire, 

Where all around are blazing stacks of 
fire 

In spaces wide, before the Falcon Inn ; 

Amidst the wildest frolic, dance, and din, 

Some twenty beasts, that day, are roasted 
whole— 

Where our great Shakespeare quaffed 
the wassail bowl— 

From twelve o’clock at night, till next 


: 4 UY « y } iH] i i 4 > | la iy j 
1 7 s x ly ; , «Gg i | Ni 
; Z, ial , . 7 of day twelve, 
~ Uf | : WY, : To build, and fix their fires, men dig, 
NW, fA i 
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and delve, 
) ” Then merrily a large wheel, drives a jack, 
Hy 1") And close behind the fires, the plates 


s } 


i VW Cas they stack, 
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| PF iy) AN 
N, PUY OURO NT Th. . A carver quickly, cuts the meat around, 
a } By Curfew Bell, there, scarce an ounce 
is found; 
Now all the lads, and lasses, take their 
shilling, 





To bind themselves, for one long year, 
they’re willing, 

‘Twas thus, Lord Aldwyn met his 
charming Dolly, 

Amidst the wildest mirth, and sheerest 











folly. 
<a A fair, sweet serving-maid, and hunts- 
) : qi" \\ 7 man bold, 
hat ftw tiny, a Ba ; sai Who large possessions held in land and 
Yh i lL ZA— * , Y Po A XX y) gold, 
eZ om © Oh vac Y Wats Ss po: That firm together they might always 
| WW, Wht f iff Li MOLL, NS PY T= cling, 
TY % is <i ahi | \ a iB ( | He bought his love a gay, gold wedding 
aa wa TY TTT A Hd ANIL a hh ring. 
os 9 | AMA | | | N The ‘‘ Run away Fair,”’ now, will follow 
HH LE Hi Hi) i/ Mie il ‘4 ei) soon, 
| ° hull QU ii LB ieee / : ° 
ar ry rn dali ti HA j Where all may change their mind—to 
SUA at A LU ASAT | AA) die Wy Al some a boon, 2 
Ria, hy 8h Cerne H eh Zs WW ene a ed ZA | Tis hoped, the loving pair, ne’er did the 
Uy if same, 
3ut look’d to happy marriage, as their 
if alm. 
i As Stratford bells, ring out the parting 
7 “' f day, 
— s— | Thus ends the “ Statute Fair,’’ so famed, 
SO gay. 
THE COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON. | Our lofty thoughts, must wander often 
Growler.‘ Now, then, puddin’ ‘ead, where are yer drivin’ to? ”’ | near, 
Hansom.—* Shut up, yer old geyser. Why, I’ve seen a better turn out than you | E a ur great poet, sleepeth 


an’ yer blessed lot on the ornaments of a twelf’ cake.” 
JANE H. OAKLEY. 


Wilbury Lawn, West Brighton. 





























For Breakfast. 


Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retall Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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